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That | wish you asked me to go to. 


Fall, [977 

"| asked Diane Stevens. Shoulda known she'd say no. Frigid little bitch." He grumbled as he sat down on the 
bench beside his friend. "You ask anybody?" 

"No." 

"Gonna?" 

"Might ask Judy. | think she likes me." 

When news of the first ever seventh grade dance was announced, the entire class erupted and has been 
distracted since. Teachers and faculty members were constantly reprimanding the children for passing notes 


and whispering and not paying attention This was huge in the lives of these thirteen year olds. 


“There she is. Go on Ask her" The redhead gave his friend a shove. 


David landed in the aisle right in front of Judy Bertram, Homeroom A's most popular girl. She was pretty. 
Large, round blue eyes along with chestnut brown hair that she always wore tied back. Today it was in a long, 
French braid down her back. Her bangs laid smoothly, tips just touching her eyebrows. 


"Davidl" She exclaimed and held a hand up to prevent him from crashing into her. 


"Hi, Judy." He said shyly. "Sorry about that. My friend's a jerk" He pointed at Dave, who rolled his eyes and 
turned away, taking a big bite of his sandwich. 


"That's okay" She murmured and tried to walk around David 

‘Hey, um, | was thinking.. has anybody asked you to the dance yet?" 

"No" She clutched her books tighter to her chest and looked up at David through her eyelashes. 
"Would you." He fidgeted, scratching at his neck "Do you.maybe..want to go.with me?" 

"Okay" 

"Really?" He beamed at her. 

"Yeah, Okay. It'll be fun" 

"Cool. Okay. Yeah 

They stood, staring at each other for a moment when Dave cleared his throat 

David snapped to. "Okay, well. See ya’ 


"Bye." 


The day of the dance had arrived and the entire seventh grade was in a frenzy. Most of the teachers gave up 
trying to teach any lessons. Dave asked four different girls and all four told him no. He was pissed and whined 
about it the entire bus ride back to David's house. 

He laid across his friend's bed, eating potato chips while David fussed with the suit he was going to wear. 


"You're really gonna wear that ugly suit?" 


"Is not ugly. And you're just jealous because l'm actually going!" David shot back. 


"Whatever. Shut up. | don't want to go to the stupid thing anyway. 
"Then why'd you ask four different girls?" David grinned. 
"Fuck you, David!" The redhead shot up from the bed. "I'm going home." 


"Wait! Wait, Dave. I'm sorry. Hey, Judy had a cousin our age. She lives like a half an hour away. Maybe she can 
call her and we can double. That'd be cool, right?" 


"Don't do me no fucking favors. | told you | don't want to go anyway!" 


"Come on, Dave. Let me call her. Maybe her cousin has a thing for asshole redheads." David snickered and 


received a magazine tossed at him. 


David's father drove their farm's suburban with Dave in the front seat, David in the back, Judy sitting 


between him and her cousin, Nancy. 

Judy wore a pretty pale pink dress with white satin gloves while Nancy wore another of Judy's dresses, a teal 
blue strapless dress with a white sweater over top. Dave had borrowed one of David's dress shirts and a tie 
but still wore his own jeans and sneakers. 

He felt uncomfortable and awkward, having been set up on a pity date just so that he didn't have to sit home 
alone. Friday nights typically found the two boys in David's bedroom, looking at music magazines and making 
plans to hit the arcade the following day. 

David and Judy danced and laughed and had a good time while Dave and Nancy sat, side by side, on the 
bleachers in silence. Dave's eyes settled on his best friend out on the dance floor, having such a good time. 
When David looked at him and smiled and waved, Dave gave him the finger. 

Judy and Nancy left to go to the ladies room. 

"So, why aren't you dancing?" David asked as he took off his jacket and loosened his necktie. 

| don't like to dance." 

"How do you know?" 

"Have you ever seen me dance?" 


"No, but - 


"| don't like to dance." 


"Then why did you want to come to a dance?" David smirked and giggled 
"Because everybody else did And because | knew you'd want to come to this stupid thing” 
"And you didn't want to be left out" 

"Well, duh” 

"Nancy's cute’ 

"Sure, if you like buck toothed, nerdy bitches” 


"Don't say that, Dave. She's Judy's cousin, And | bet she's nice if you would just give her a chance. Dance one 


slow dance with her, please?" 
The redhead rolled his eyes. 


Just as David opened his mouth to speak again, a slow song came on and the two girls headed back to their 


dates. 

"Wanna dance?" David asked Judy. 

"Sure." She took the hand that was offered her. 

David looked at Dave and cleared his throat. 

"Fine." He grumbled. He grabbed Nancy's hand. "Let's dance." 

Dave was stiff and awkward on the dance floor. He had too firm a grip on the girl's hips. His arms were locked 
and he held her about two feet away from him. He didn't speak a word as they teetered back and forth and 
around. She looked miserable and somewhat frightened. He looked past her, over her shoulder, keeping his eyes 


on David the entire time. 


Very slowly, a thought that scared Dave to death began to twist and swirl inside the redhead's mind. 


Dave laid awake in his usual Friday night position; in a sleeping bag on the floor of David's bedroom. 
"You really like Judy?" His voice was quiet, soft. 


"She's okay. Why?" 


"Just wondered! 
"You didn’t really like Nancy, did you?" 

ise 

"How come? She's cute" 

"She's okay. Not my type, though: 

With that, David leaned over the edge of the bed to look at his friend "What's your type?" 


Dave shrugged even as his heart hammered against his rib cage. "Haven't completely worked it out yet" 


Fall, 1987 


David stumbled into the apartment, giggling and stammering. The redhead behind him had a grin on his face, 


too. 

"Remember..remember when you were dancing with her?" David laughed even more as he mimicked Dave's 
awkward, stiff-limbed rocking. He held his arms out straight in front of him and locked his knees and teetered 
back and forth. 

"Shut up." Dave shook his head. 


"If only you told me back then it was really me you wanted to be dancing with." The smaller man giggled some 


more. 
"Junior." Dave groaned, lifting his hand to his face. 


David kept up his dancing, only now he had become more fluid, wrapping his arms around himself and rolling his 


hips. "Why'd it take you ten fucking years to ask me out?" 


"Because you're a dude and you're my best friend. We've been friends for over ten years and | just.. | was 


scared, you know?" 


"Scared of what?" And now the drunken man turned to face Dave and danced and wiggled himself right up 


against the redhead. 


"Of you, you jerk Of losing you because this would freak you out” 


"Do | look freaked out?" 
"You look drunk." 


David giggled as he raised a hand to Dave's face, touching his cheek. "Little. Thanks for dinner, by the way. 


Now, how can | repay you?" 
"Fuck." Dave groaned as he was about to wind his arms around the smaller man. 


David backed off as he pulled his shirt over his head. He started down the hall toward their bedrooms. "My 


bed or yours?" 

By the time Dave had recovered and entered his bedroom, he found David laying across his bed, naked as the 
day he was born. He was stunning to Dave. Even back then, as kids, there was something magical about David. 
Something which drew the redhead in. But now, ten years later, David had grown up into a gorgeous young man 
with bronzed skin and large, dazzling eyes. His long, honey blonde hair suited him so well. Dave had often 
watched his friend run a brush through it and longed to do that for David. Or even just touch it, run his 
fingers through it, bury his nose in it. 

"Junior, we can't do this." Even Dave wondered where the hell that came from. 

"Why not? Don't you want me?" 

"Yes, | really do. But you're fucking wasted. | don't want you to hate me in the morning.” 


"| couldn't hate you. | love you. Always have." 


David, naked in his bed, telling him that he loved him. His head swam. He inhaled deeply, running a hand over his 
face. "Say it again" 


| couldn't hate you. | love you. | was sober when | agreed to a date, wasn't |?" 


Dave's body propelled forward, hands removing his own clothing as he crossed the room. He climbed onto the 


bed with David and laid the smaller man down on his back. 


"Are you sure about this?" He asked as he hovered over David, taking in his large eyes and pouty lips. Oh, he 


had to have him. He was just too gorgeous. 
‘Ive been waiting for you to ask me. Wanting you to." 


"Then why didn't you say anything?" 


"Same reasons you didn't." 


Dave stared at the man beneath him, wondering how both of them could have been so stupid for so damn 


long. 

"Now are you gonna fucking kiss me or are you gonna choke again like you did ten years ago?" 

"You little shit.” Dave grumbled before he met David in their first kiss. 

David's hands found their way into Dave's hair and clutched it tightly, forcing him lower. The kiss intensified, 
lips fought for dominance while their tongues lapped at one another, savoring the way each man tasted. Their 
bodies rocked against each other, skin on skin, groins grinding together. David wound his legs around Dave's hips 
and pushed himself up. 

When he broke away from Dave, he whispered, "I practiced” 

"What?" 

"| practiced on myself. | read that it's really hard the first time and | wanted to be ready." 

"What?" 

David sighed and rolled his eyes. "You know, my ass." 


"How did you practice?" Dave leaned back now, propping himself up with one arm. 


"Well, first with my finger and then." David blushed. A beautiful red flush came over his face and he lowered 
his eyes. "With a vibrator.” 


"Go get it" Dave said as he rolled off of David. 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. Bring it in here." 

David brought in his toy and a small tube of lube. He still looked somewhat embarrassed. 
"What if we never hooked up, David?" 

I'd probably find some other guy, | guess. | don't know. Kind of always been curious, | guess." 


"Come here." 


He pulled David back onto the bed and slid a hand along the back of his neck, pulling him into another kiss. 


With David flat on his back again, Dave covered the vibrator with the lube and sat back on his heels between 
David's legs. He slowly pushed the vibrator inside of the other, watching David's face screw up tight. 


"Relax, baby. | won't hurt you. And you've been practicing, remember?" Dave told him with a small laugh. 
"Fuck you." David grunted. He raised one hand to his forehead while the other reached out for Dave. 

It latched onto Dave's wrist and squeezed. 

"Come on, a little more." 

The sight of David spread out for him, taking a toy into his ass, made Dave hot. His own cock twitched, 
demanding attention He had to ignore it for now. He turned the vibrator up a little and David gasped. His other 
hand shook slightly as he reached for David's dick Slowly, carefully, he began to stroke it. Now David purred 
and rolled his hips, pressing his cock further into Dave's fist. 

"Good?" 


"Really good. Do more." 


"How about we try this?" And, teasingly slowly, Dave pulled the toy out of David only to place it aside and 
settle himself between the other's legs. 


David's eyes widened and a small smile twitched at his lips. 

The redhead gripped one of David's ankles and pulled it up and over himself, settling it against the bed on the 
same side of him as David's other leg. This forced David to turn onto his side. Dave moved to straddle his 
bottom leg and then hiked David's top leg up so his knee was bent. He covered his cock in the lube and used a 
hand to spread David's cheeks apart. David peered over his shoulder, panic lacing through his large eyes. 

| won't hurt you, | promise.” 


"| know. This just feels different. | didn't practice this position" 


Dave smiled as he pressed the head of his cock against David's opening. Very gently, very slowly he pushed 
into him, stretching David. He grunted and hissed, tensing his body as Dave pressed further. 


"Keep breathing, babe. Relax." Dave repeated over and over in a calm, low voice. 


David was tight, of course, and being inside of him felt amazing. Along the way, girls had offered Dave anal sex 


and it was good. David, however, was always the one who held Dave's heart. To finally have him in this way 


was a dream come true for the redhead. That made all the others disappear, as if they never happened. Being 
with David, right now, was all that mattered. 


Now he moved back and forth, the tight, plush walls gripped his cock and stroked along his shaft and he was in 
heaven. He groaned, letting his head fall back, hips rocking a little faster now. Beneath him, David purred and 
wiggled, rubbing his own dick against the sheets. 


Dave changed positions. He wanted David on all fours, right at the edge of the bed. He stood on the floor 
pressed a hand into the small of the other man's back. David dipped his shoulders low and raised his ass nice 


and high. 
"That's it. Damn, you look fucking gorgeous.” 


He applied more lube to his cock and then slid into David while using his other hand to wind under him and 
stroke his cock. After a moment, Dave stopped moving and watched as David moved against him, fucking 
himself with Dave's dick. 


"Shit, Junior. You're fucking incredible. Holy fuck! You feel so good. Keep going! Faster!" 


"Yeah! Yeah! Oh fuck, yeah!" David groaned as he slid himself up and down Dave's cock, he rolled his hips, 


ground his ass up and down and side to side against Dave. 


The hand on his dick felt amazing. It was like jerking himself off only this hand was unpredictable. It moved 
along him in ways his own hand would not, gripping him tighter, the thumb tracing the head of his cock, 
pressing against the slit, spreading his pre-come. David spread his knees farther apart and dipped his back, 
arching even more, elbows now against the mattress. 


"More, more." He sighed. 


Dave moved his hand to squeeze David's balls while he began to thrust into David once more. Long, hard 


strokes, reaching deep within him, pounding against his prostate. David howled, urging the redhead on. 


With his own cock now trapped between the mattress and his stomach, David was driven closer and closer to 
his peak. The burning heat rippled inside of him, uncoiling from deep within, it bubbled over and he screamed 
Dave's name as his body trembled and he came long and hard against the sheets. As he crested, his body 
tightened around Dave's cock, the muscles clenching and holding him inside. It was so tight, so velvety plush and 
hot, Dave could not, and did not want to, hold back his own orgasm. Slowly, he pulled out and stroked himself 
for a moment before coming against David's back. He hissed as he rolled up onto his toes. 


"Oh fuck, Junior!" He grunted as he watched ribbons of his come splatter onto that smooth, bronze skin. 


In the apartment's tiny shower, Dave tended to the smaller man, cleaning his body and washing his hair. He 


toweled David off and put clean shorts on him and then tucked him into his bed. Climbing in behind him, Dave 


wrapped his arms around his best friend and, now, lover. 


"| love you. I've loved you for ten years and | promise I'll love you for another hundred and ten. Please, please 


don't wake up in the morning and regret this” 

"The only thing | might regret is putting out on the first date.” 

"This is our second date, though. Our first was ten years ago. We went to a dance together: 
"But, if | recall, you didnt dance with me. 

"You didn't ask me to. 

After a pause, "Dave, will you dance with me?" 

"Now?" 

"Yeah, now! 


The redhead threw back the sheets and stood. He rounded the bed and held a hand out to David, who grinned 


as he took it. When he stood, Dave wrapped his arms around the shorter man and pulled him close. 
"None of that stiff-armed bullshit, Mustaine." 
"| wouldn't dream of it" Dave murmured as he gently urged David to rest his head against his shoulder. 


Very slowly, they turned in circles, moving about the entire room, arms wound tightly around each other, 


chests pressed together, knees very softly knocking into each other. 
"If you danced like this with Nancy, | would have been so jealous.’ 


"Don't worry, | don't break these moves out for just anybody." Dave told him just before he dipped David and 
leaned over to kiss him. 


